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Fantasy 


Twenty-two years old. Still living at home. Still in his childhood bedroom. He didn't quite understand why his 
friends gave him shit about that. They were probably jealous. His mother still cooked for him, still did his 
laundry (if he begged hard enough), and it was rent-free. Stone always had extra money for beer and weed. So 
he wasn't about to bring someone home like his friends were. Stone was okay with that. He wasn't ready for 
anyone to know who he wanted to bring home, anyway. And at least when he closed himself up in his room, he 
was left alone to fantasize about who he'd like to bring home. He could just imagine how much time alone he'd 


get with a roommate like Chris or Andy. 


Stone used the kitchen entrance and crept up the back stairway when he came home late from a gig. It was 
well after three and Stone quietly closed his bedroom door. He leaned against it and closed his eyes. Tonight's 
show was good. Intense, as usual, but it wasn't his band he was thinking about. Tonight, Stone was thinking 


about the other band that played. Most notably, their guitarist. 


Stone pushed off the door and started taking his clothes off on the way to his bed. He left a trail of black 
leather jacket, cut-off Motorhead t-shirt, ripped, obscenely tight jeans, and filthy, worn-out, white high-top 


sneakers. He climbed under the blankets in his white socks and boxer shorts. 


He could never fall asleep right away. There was still too much adrenaline pumping through his veins, not to 
mention alcohol and pot. Stone lay flat on his back with his arms at his sides. His eyes were closed, but behind 
them, in his mind, he conjured up images of the night. First, he saw Andy in his ridiculous stage outfit of silver 
leggings and Dallas Cowboys jersey and bright pink elbow-length gloves. He saw Jeff hopping around the 
Central's tiny stage. After their set, he stood to the side and smoked a joint with Bruce while the next band 


set up. Stone's gaze gravitated to Alice In Chains’ gorgeous, blonde guitar god. 


Jerry Cantrell could melt your face off with the way he played guitar. While Stone was obviously impressed, 
what he found himself paying attention to was Jerry's body. Long, lean legs gave way to a round, firm ass. 
Jerry had a narrow, tapered waist and smooth back. His shoulders were well-toned and his muscled arms could 
circle around Stone twice. He was sure of it. Jerry had a washboard stomach and chiseled chest. Stone knew all 
of this because, while he played, Jerry rarely bothered wearing a shirt. He had eyes so blue, Stone was 


reminded of a rare, cloudless summer sun shower and a sweet boy-next-door smile. 


The thing that excited Stone was that Jerry was anything but a sweet boy next door. Rumor had it that 
Jerry Cantrell did two things really well. And play guitar was the other one. As Stone thought about the 
stories he'd heard, his right hand lifted off the mattress and snaked along his bare stomach. What would it be 
like to be fucked by Jerry? To lay under his thin but powerful frame and be caressed by that mess of spun 
silk blonde hair? 


Both of Stone's hands now grasped his shorts and pushed them down. He sat up and pushed them all the way 
down his legs and then flopped back down. His fingertips danced their way down his abdomen and through the 
soft nest of hair around his awakening cock. His thighs parted as he arched slightly. How would Jerry's lips feel 
against his neck, nibbling on that spot under his ear that drove Stone crazy? What would Jerry's hands on his 
body feel like, rubbing his roughened fingertips over Stone's hardened nipples? Surely, he would make Stone 
moan and shiver. Stone slowly stroked himself as he pushed his heels into the bed and bent his knees, 
spreading his thighs wider apart. 


How would Jerry taste? After a show, he'd be sweaty, Stone thought. He'd love for Jerry to push him to his 
knees and take his dick out, offering it to Stone. He could almost taste the salty sweat that he'd lick off of 
Jerry, slowly running his tongue from tip to base and back. He'd stare up, into those crystal-clear eyes as he 
sucked Jerry hard, bobbing his head back and forth, taking Jerry into his throat. Stone's left hand moved to 
pinch his nipple as he stroked his cock harder. 


He wondered if Jerry liked to rim. Stone thought about how Jerry might push him against the wall and rip his 
jeans down. Those same callused fingers would knead and squeeze his ass, pulling his cheeks apart and exposing 
his hole. He thought about Jerry attacking it with his tongue. He would make all kinds of loud noises while he 
lapped at Stone's tight little hole, coaxing it to open for him. A moan escaped Store's lips as he rolled his hips, 
almost feeling Jerry there with him. He pumped his dick faster. 


Stone's thoughts turned to how Jerry's thick fingers would feel inside of him. He pictured Jerry offering him 
his middle finger and telling him to suck it like Stone sucked his dick. He brought his own finger to his mouth, 
moaning against it while he sucked on it, making it wet. Stone reached between his legs and gently pushed it 


inside of himself while he continued to jerk off. He writhed as he thought of how Jerry would send his tongue 
down Stone's throat while he fingered him, opening up that hole and getting it ready to be fucked. 


Stone imagined that Jerry would be able to tell. "You're a virgin, aren't you?" Jerry would whisper. 
‘I've been waiting for you," Stone whispered aloud. 


In his fantasy, Jerry would pull Stone's knees up and place his ankles on his shoulders. He would hold Stone's 
gaze as he entered him. Stone pushed his finger deeper and held it there. Jerry would do the same. He'd go 
slow and wait for Stone to get used to him. But then he'd go hard and fast. He'd make Stone cry out in 
ecstasy. In Stone's fantasy, Jerry would drill him so deep and so hard and fill his little virgin pussy with a hot 


load of come. 


The fantasy dissolved. Stone fingered himself, quickly pumping in and out, while he jerked his cock. He would 
have screamed Jerry's name if he hadn't bit down hard on his bottom lip. Instead, he grunted and groaned as 
he bucked. His come soaked his hand and stomach. For a long moment, he lay panting and staring up at the 
ceiling in the darkened room. 


Was he torturing himself, Stone wondered as he licked his come off his hand. The "Jerry takes my virginity’ 
fantasy was his favorite, but Stone would do basically anything to make it come true. Even ask him home. 


Eventually. Maybe. 


